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Banks of the Dee. 


A Favourite Scors Sox s. 


TWAS ſummer, and ſoftly the bree zes were 
blow: 

And ſweetly the nightingale ſang from the tree, 
At the foot ofa rock, where the river was flowi 

I ſat myſelf down on the Banks of the Dee. 
Flow on, lovely Dee, flow on, thou ſweet River, 

Thy banks pureſt ſtreams ſhall be dear to me ever; 

For there I firſt gain'd the affefRtion and favour 


Of Sandy, the glory and pride of the Dee. 


But now he's from me, & left me thus mourning 
— * th proad _—_— — =_ is he ; 

A there's no s of his ſpeedy retutni 
To wander again - Banks of the — 

He's gone, hapleſs youth, ofer the rude roaring billows 

The kindeſt and ſweeteſt of all the gay feliows, 

And left me to firay mongſt the once loved wi 
The lonelieſt maid on the Banks of the Dee. 


But time and my pray*rs may perhaps yet reſtore him, 
Bleſt peace n dear Wepberd to me; 

And when he returns, with ſuch care I'd watch ofer him 
He never ſhou'd leave the ſweet Banks of the Dee. 

The Dee then {hall flow, its rare beauties diſplaying, 

The innocent lambs on its banks be ſeen playing, 

Whilſt I with my Sandy am careleſſy flraying, 
And taſting again of the ſweets of the Dee. 
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